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any, do not raise your hands for you are well

known.

In this manner was the stage set when Avery
Jonathan Williams blew into the "Big Town."

Avery unconsciously emptied his pockets of hay-

seeds, as he gazed entranced and open mouthed

at a scene, which, to him, was more wonderful

than the paltry adventures of Aladdin.

He still retained a faint odor of cows and

Vermont pasturelands. A bumper crop of corn

colored hair that had long been ready for har-

vest peeped out from beneath a non-descript hat.

A face as round and bright as the rising sun

completed the glowing picture. He was as he

looked—a healthy, unsophisticated youth as in-

nocent as the morrow and as trusting as a new
born babe. ''^-^'"; ''

One glance at Avery, however, and the surli-

est grouch would go out of his way to lend him

a helping hand. For strange as it may seem

that vital and intangible spark known as person-

ality—for lack of a better word—emanated from

his. very actions. Tv:;-. ;/;:;. ^;,-;,

To see him gawk at the Woolworth Building

with mouth agape and saucer like eyes was so

ludicrous that a mummy would scream with

laughter. And contrary to all precedent it did

instil in the beholders a desire to laugh AT
him but rather WITH him—just as a fond par-

ent enjoys the bewilderment of his young hope-

ful captivated by some ingenious toy. It gave

you a sneaking suspicion that the world was

a good old place after all.

The nearest Avery had been to a city before

tliis chronicled event was a postal card which

a nomad friend had mailed to him from Ho-
boken. His conception of a thriving metropo-

lis had been a general store and unlimited atmos-

phere.

As Avery worshipped at his shrine—the in-

spiring lights—he made mute resolve to some

day create such wonders.

A hurrying pedestrian giving him a rude

jolt brought him back to realities.

Avery had a married cousin living in the

Bronx at whose instigation he had left Ver-

mont to make a name for himself in a place

slightly more prosperous. To him, however, the

Bronx might as well have been Yonkers.

He crossed Broadway in some unfathomable

manner guided by that strange hand that pro-

tects the weak. Here he stood bewildered. He
shied away from the subway entrance as if it

were a yawning chasm emitting deep throated

roars of the horrors below. As the incoming

trains deposited their burdens and the exits pour-

ed forth a motley crowd, Avery gathered cour-

age. He had heard somewhere of a thing called

a subway and it lingered vaguely in his puz-

zled mind.

The lumbering buses and the overcrowded

surface cars meant nothing to him. They were

just a few more enigmas enveloped in this

clamorous nightmare.

Finally collecting his scattered wits he timidly

descended the subway stairs. :"

New York is no place for sluggards for out

of that feverish and seething cauldron emerge
wits as sharp as acid.

Belated clerks in a mad hurry to reach home
rushed down the steps. One of these collided

violently with Avery and sent him sprawling to

the train level. Here he was swept onward by
tlie surging tide, where again his guardian angel

saved him for grasped in a fierce grip was a

solitary nickel. He deposited the coin by in-

stinct and still in a trance, boarded the first

train that swept into the station. >

There was only one vacant seat. Avery star-

ing at it a moment awoke to find it occupied by
a grinning office boy who chortled impudently

"Say Rube, scrape the moss oifen yer back.

Crawl outer dem pertater vines and give dose

number fifteen's de air."

Avery smiled sheepisly. Wiping his perspir-

ing brow he observed with affected admiration,

"My those are right pert rings around your
eyes." The draught clerk squirmed uneasily

for those two crapes were due for number of

unwelcome questions. "Alright, Rube," he par-

ried good naturally, "You win de steam heated

collar button. Say where yer goin? Sleepy

Hollow or Brooklyn.''" Avery looked blankly

at his interlocutor. His lower jaw dropped and
queer noises issued from his throat.

P'inally a weak little gurgle became distin-

guishable. "I. . . .1 forgot the address."

The other went into convulsions. "O, daddy"
he slirieked "los' de address!—aint dat rich.

Say, Rube, tie a rope 'roun' yer neck and hang a

sign on yer chimly. Then lapsing into a sem-
blance of seriousness he gradually received an
idea of Avery's destination. And O, ye guar-

dian angels, "de lady" that boarded "Whitey
Lynch" was Avery's relative.. "Listen, Rube, did
yer ever bear o' Steve Brodie?" receiving a neg-
ative reply, Whitey added solemnly, "Well, yer


